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when things began again, there was a great gulf fixed, and that was the Sabbath Day.   What strenuous Sabbath Days we had !   First there was worship and the Catechism.    (The only time I ever wished to be English was when I thought I might have dallied with "What is your name? "   instead of wrestling with such deep things as " What is man's chief end ? ")    After worship was over we were allowed to walk in the garden till it was time for the morning Service.   That was the Forenoon Diet of Worship, then came the Afternoon Diet of Worship. Having sat like rocks through them both, we proceeded to the Sabbath School, and then went home to tea, and cake, and jam, and an evening filled with bound volumes of The Christian Treasury, where we wrestled with tales of religious bigotry and persecution until we seemed to breathe the very atmosphere  of dark and  mouldy cells;   and became daringly familiar with the thumb-screw and the rack, the Inquisition and other devildoms of Spain. I used   to   wonder pitifully why  it had  never occurred to the poor victims to say their prayers in   bed,   and   thus   save   themselves  such  fiery trials.
I wonder why I pretend we found our Sundays a trial.   Looking back, I love every minute erf them.